"Didn't I tell you, Papa, didn't I know it right away?"
Olga Kalish shouted. "Didn't I tell you it was Mike's
voice? Didn't I know it when I heard the first note? Why,
there is not a singer in the world with a voice like our Mike.
Ain't you happy, Mamma, ain't you happy, Papa? It's like
in the movies. Imagine, Mike singing for a famous star like
Bhakaroff. Wasn't it cute what he said about him pitching
in? And what a pitcher my Mike is, just wait and see."

Papa Kalish damped Olga's frenzy by asking prosaically:
"Will he get paid for doing another man's work?"

"Paid?" Olga whispered loudly. "Why, he'll make
millions, Papa. He'll be the greatest, highest paid------"

Suddenly her face fell with disappointment as she
remembered the two empty seats next to her. "Naturally,
Cora would have to leave just when such a thing happens,"
she said. "I bet you the baby won't come for another
week. But she has to go home, she has to run away, just
when Alike sings a big part. There, they are going to start.
Keep your fingers crossed, Papa, and you too, Mamma.
Gosh, I think I'm getting a stroke------"

"Quiet! Silence! Shut up!" was hissed at them and
Olga crossed her fingers, shut her mouth and even her
eyes as if a gun had gone off nearby. Family Kalish fell
into silence; only Mamma said dreamily: "And none of
your modern wishy-washy weddings. I want the rabbi
and a long veil and orange blossoms for you------"

Old Mrs* Johnson had slept a bit towards the end of the
smuggler act, but she opened her eyes when Dr. Mayer
came out to make his announcement. She felt chilly and
uncomfortable and to make up for the indignity of dozing
off during one of her favourite operas, she sat very straight
and stiff now, looking more regal than ever. She took the
opera glass to glance at Pierre Colin who usually remained